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together. It was not till we were parting that I said 1 him, "I hope you are quite well," and I shall never forge the hollow voice in which he said to me, " Nobody is quil well." After that I never saw him again, but I had message from him through William Spottiswoode. " Te Mrs. Stewart always to come to talk to me when she car it always does me good to see her."'
"Mrs. Duncan Stewart described Lady Beaconsfield i originally a factory-girl. Mr. Lewis first saw her goin to her factory, beautiful, and with bare feet. He educate her and married her, died, and left her very rich, and the she married Disraeli. When asked why she married h< second husband, she would say, as if it was a feather i her cap, ' My dear, he made love to me whilst my fin husband was alive, and therefore I know that he real] loved me.'
"It was at ' Greenmeadow,' a house four miles fro: Llandaff, that Disraeli served his apprenticeship as secr< tary to Mr. Lewis, living in the house with him and Mr Lewis in the position of a dependant. When the houi overflowed with visitors from London, as was often tl case, he was sent out to sleep at' The Holly Bush,' a litt public-house in the village. Both Greenmeadow and tl Holly Bush exist still."
On the llth of March I again left England f< Italy. I could not endure leaving Holmhurst ai my dear old nurse, but it seemed necessary to go 1 finish collecting materials for my book on Southei Italy, as there were still so many places which I hs not seen. At Rome I paid an interesting visit to tl blind Duke of Sermoneta, still full of mental vigon and of indignation at " la stupidezza del Vaticano 1'infamia del Quirinale." Miss Garden had been 1 see him, and defended the policy of the Quirinal, sa